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1 should think the only rooms at 
jtresent necessary, to be — I. .A com- 
mon-hall, for lecturers. Or teachers, 
at (iiflerent hours of the day — 2. A 
room to deposite books. — 3. And a 
room for the purpose of a temporary 
museum. 

I should wish to see appropriate 
mottoes and inscriptions over the 
principal entrance or vestibule, and 
on the doors of each of the schools in 
the College. 

Such as over the entrance to the 
English school, the words which 
Mrs. Jones, the mother of the emi- 
nent linguist, Sir William Jones, 
constantly repealed to her sou : — 

" Read, and you shall /enow." 

For the Classical School : — 

" Nos liberalibus Studiis et discipUnis 
filvis eruditmus non ijuia viriuiem 
dare posiunt, sed </uia animum ud 
accipkndavt virtutem prcepanmt." 

Cic. 

For Natueal Fhilosovhy: — 

" Homo, Kiiturce minister, et into'' 
J res, timtumfacit et inteliigit quan- 
tum dc natura ordijte, re vet mente 
observavtrit, nee amplius scit am 
potest." Bacon. 

For Moral Philosophy : — 

X. 



Tt tht PreprUtori of the Belfast SHagaxine. 

" When we boa»t of our own revolution 
and laws. 
Yet reprobate men who have spurn'd 
base controul. 
We may show an acquaintance with liber- 
ty's cause. 
But we strangely evince a contraction of 
soul." 

A S I have ever had a great vener- 
■^ alion for the memory of all good 
patriots, I have been vry anxious 



to collect some information respect- 
ing those patriotic characters, who, 
in 1793, were exiled from Scotland, 
for eniieavonrihg to promote tree re- 
presentation, and a reform in Par- 
liament. 

In the Monthly Repository of 
Theology and General Literature, 
for August last, I met with a highly 
interesting letter from Joseph Ger- 
rald, one of the exiled Scottish pa» 
triots, to the Tale Gilbert Wakefield. 
This letter aflbrds an interesting 
specimen of the independent mind 
of tlie writer, and is also truly ho- 
nourable to the memory of Gilbert 
Wakefield. I hope it will be valu- 
able to some of the readers of the 
Belfast Magazine ; I shall, therefore, 
not apologise for requesting you to 
insert it in your pages. 

" On board the Sovereign, lying off 
St. JJele2i's. May nth, 1795. 

" 1 should wantonly repress the 
•warmest emotions of ray heart, and 
feel myself guilty of a breach of 
moral duty, did I depart the coun- 
try without bidding adieu to my 
respected friend, Gilbert Wakefield. 
The tender attention which, during 
my persecution, he, a stranj^er to 
every thing but my principles, un- 
-solicitedly paid to me, can never be 
era-ed from my mind. The recol- 
lection of it will be a consolation to 
me, under the most -irymg events 
of life; and, after the anprol)atioi» 
of my own mind, will stand among 
the firmest supports uf an inflexible 
fortitude. 

" I did not think, my friend, to 
have quitted you so abruptly. 1 re- 
ceived assurances, through an indi- 
rect channel, from ministerial aU' 
thority, that it was not their inten- 
tion to send mc immediately. But 
thty knew that I was incapable of 
making an^ submission, and there- 
fore were determined to insult and 
deceive a man, whom even the iron 
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austerity of their persecution was 
not able to subdue. But the circle 
of their conduct was well rounded. 
That no fund of human depravity 
might remain untouched by them, 
the rankness of their duplicity was 
made to keep pace with the rigour 
of their oppression ; they attempted 
to infuse hope, only that they might 
enjoy the demon-like -satisfaction of 
blasting it j and 1 v as hurried awavi 
like the vilest of maief;iciors, fet- 
tered, and without the slightest no- 
tice, to the remote shores of the 
Southern Ocean, without those ten- 
der consolations of friendship, which 
ail good men willingly allbrd to 
those who want, and those who de- 
serve them. The zealous alacrity 
of my friends, however, has deaden- 
ed the blow which ministerial ma- 
lignity bad aimed at ray heart ; and 
has supplied with liberality those 
comforts which to a man enfeebled 
by long sickness, and macerated by 
a close imprisonment of fourteen 
months, were essentially necessary 
to the preservation of life. With- 
out their friendly aid, I must have 
wanted these comforts, and want- 
ing them, must have perished. A- 
mong these friends, the revered 
name of Samuel Parr must ever be 
remembered. Upon my past con- 
duct, and particularly upon that 
part of it which marked me out as 
the victim of persecution, I look 
back with triumph and exultation. 
Having nothing in view but the 
good of mankind, my spirit feels its 
purity, and, therefore, must be hap- 
py. It may indeed be extinguish- 
ed, but can never be subdued. 
" This system of terror, (which how- 
ever will counteract its own purpos- 
es,) and which government have 
adopted, is the base offspring of their 
cruelty, their cowardice, and their 
conscious guilt. They scatter false 
alarms, and act upon ihem as if they 
were real. They infuse the panic 



which they feel, and inflict the joan- 
hhment which they/e«r. 

" For myself, my friend, what- 
ever destiny awaits me, I am coi»- 
tent. The cause which I have em- 
braced has taken deep root, and 
must, I feel, ultimately triumph. 
I have my reward. 1 see through 
the cheering visto of future events, 
the overthrow of tyranny, and the 
permanent establishment of benevo- 
lence and peace, It is silent as the 
lapse of time, bat as certain and in- 
evitable ; for though justice steals 
along vyiih woollen feet, she strikes 
at last with iron bands. 

<* 0-4^ iun eiXairi /tvMt, »>Mtrt ?i AiKY«. 

" During my exile, I, hope to be 
supported by the consolation of your 
correspondence; though, even with- 
out it, I should never cease to c-he- 
rish Gilbert Wakefield. May every 
happiness attend him. 

" Joseph Gerbald." 

Mr. Gerrald arrived at New South 
Wales in a very weak state of health; 
a consumption, which all bis wishes 
and efforts to shake off" could not 
overcome, at length put a period to 
his valuable life, while he was elate 
and glowing with youthful hope, 
glorying in being a martyr to the 
cause of liberty and freedom, arid 
considering as an honour, that exile 
which had brought him to an un- 
timely grave. He was bnried in 
the garden of a small spot of ground 
which he had purchased at Farm- 
Cove. 

What melancholy reflections ari«e 
in the mind, when we recollect, how 
many honest, worthy, and valuable 
members of society have been sa- 
crificed hy the .strong hand of des- 
potism, and by the minions of ty- 
rants, since the year 1792. Sarety 
our veneration for the memories of 
those self- devoted men should not 
be decreased by their having failed 
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" O ! spare my life till morning hour, 
« My fair young daughter tby bride shall 
be." 



to accomplish their plans of improv- 
ing the condition of their country. 
Addison, in his Cato, finely says, 

"Tis not in mortals to command success, 
But we'll do more, Sempronins, we'll de- 
serre it." 

PoKCIA. 

Til til Pn^ietors of the Belfatt Magazine. 

A LTHOUGH I am not so fortunate 
"^ as to possess any talents to ena- 
ble me to soar to the flowery regions 
of poetry, yet I am always highly 
gi-atified by reading a good poem. 
1 have been both amused and in- 
structed by many poems which have 
appeared in your pages ; but can- 
dour obliges me to confess that you 
have frequently published poems 
which were unworthy to appear 
in the pages of the Belfast Maga- 
zine. In the latter list I must place 
" False Lambkin," as I have seldom 
met with a poem which so strongly 
excited my disapprobation. The ori- 
ginal poem of " False Lambkin" was 
probably unworthy of preservation ; 
but an imitation of it now, when in- 
creased knowledge may be suppos- 
ed to have improved and r( fined the 
taste and imagination, is highly re- 
prehensible. 

Some poems, although far from 
being good, may be tolerated, for 
the moral or political sentiments they 
may convey; but I am macb mis? 
taken if " False Lambkin" will be 
found to contain one good idea ; and 
it is equally worthless whether we 
consider it in a poetical or a moral 
point of view. 

The signature of " Mira" leads 
nie to suppose that " False Lamb- 
kin" was written by a female ; but 
very few females could reconcile 
the following lines with their ideas 
pf propriety and mpraliiy : 



If "False Lambkin" was such a 
monster of cruelty and wickedness 
as he is represented, no mother 
would sacrifice her daughter by 
making her marry him, even thou!>h 
it were to save her own life ; b^jt 
admitting that the offer of her dau<«h- 
ter was only a contrivance to save 
her life, it was certainly di.ihonour- 
able to have resource to such a sub- 
terfuge. 

Perhaps it may be said that I do 
not make sufficient allowance for 
the "poet's licence ;" but the most 
unlimited licence never warranted 
a poet to write nonsense. In- 
deed of late it has become the fa- 
shion of modern versifiers to revive 
tales of the nursery, and to the dis- 
grace of the nineteenth century, we 
have to hear, 

.•..." Long winded tales, 

Of halls, and knights, and feats of arms;— , 
Or moonlight revels of the fairy glade ; 
Or hags, that suckle an infernal brood. 
And ply in caves th' unutterable trade 
'Midst fiends and spectres, quench the 

moon in blood. 
Yell in the midnight storm, or ride the in- 

furiate fjood." 

Or perhaps wishing to degrade 
the public taste still lower, our 
poetasters seek to amuse with the 
" riddle's quaint device," romantic 
tales of " faultless monsters," or 
monsters guilty of every crime, in- 
stead of endeavouring to soar to 
higher poetic objects, and to in- 
struct by such poems as will render 
the names of Gray and Goldsmith 
invaluable to every admirer of good 
poetry, 

G.F, 

Ballygarvagh. 



